notes effaces for future reference. The Nazis were feverishly
active. Their propagandists were busy in every township and
village and hamlet and farm and cottage. I met and talked to
their leaders everywhere.

In Essen and Hamburg and Cologne and Dresden I watched
them at work. They were all glooming, glowering men, boast-
ful of their war service, all thirsting for revenge on the traitors
at home who had stabbed the German army in the back and
on the foreign foes who thought they had beaten Germany.
Many of them were men without occupation, who had not
made good in civilian life and who could only hope again to
have the money and power they had enjoyed in the army through
the victory of their party. When it came to power most of them
performed wonders in rapid self-enrichment and self-aggrandize-
ment.

Some had a record of violent crime. Some were almost
penniless save for the doles they received from the party. Others
were living on women. A few years later they were all Little
Hitlers in their local domains, partaking avidly of the fleshpots,
wielding power of life and death over their submissive com-
patriots, who applauded them just as heartily as they had
cheered Kaiser Wilhelm, the Republic, Grand Old Man
Hindenburg.

They lived on hatred. They hated their enemies at home
and abroad, with a consuming hatred, and titillated their
imaginations with visions of the things they would one day do
to them. They were, as I saw them, lustful, savage, sadistic,
virile, resolute.

One glowering fellow in Essen particularly hated a local
police official and was longing for the day when he could cshave
Mm with a blunt razor'. That policeman must have had a bad
time when Hitler came, unless he went while the going was good.

For these men, politics, soldiering and war were obsessions.
They lived so entirely in the last war and the next that I put
them down as cases of incurable trench fever.

One told me that the Great War was nothing to the spectacle
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